FIRE BELOW

I waited the service of my summons with a
hammering heart.
After a quarter of an hour I was brought to
some waiting-room.
There stood a bent, old peasant, clad in his
fine, white linen, with a broad sash of black
and silver from shoulder to waist.
" Are you Richard Chandos, my lord ? "
" I am, my friend/'
" Then I am to summon you to the Coroner's
Court at Vardar to-morrow at three o'clock."
He touched my shoulder with the . paper he
held in his hand. Then he gave it to me with
a bow. " There, my lord. You are served."
" And her Highness ? "   said I.
" My lord, I cannot find her. She is not in
the Lessing Strasse, and I am assured that
she left the country at noon."
" It is untrue," said I.    " She is here."
f* Come/' said the superintendent. " You
gave me your word that when you had served
title prisoner you would go your way."
" Ay, so I did," said the peasant. " God
save you, my lord."
With that, he was gone.
A moment later they led me back to my cell.
I
My elation was gone, and I was disquieted.
It now seemed certain that I was to go to
Vardar, and there in open court to be given
every chance of telling my tale. What this
blunt recital would cost Prnace Paul could not
be measured. I was * out for blood *; it
282